Poem} 

Death is now the Phoenix neft* 
And the Turtles loyall breaft^ 
To eternity doth reft. 

Leaving no pofterity 
Twas not their infirmity* 

It was married Chaftity, 

Truth may feemebut cannot be^ 
BeaHty bragge, but tis not ( hee 8 
Truth and Beautie buried be. 
To this Vrne letthofe repaire. 
That arc either true or fairc » 
For thefe dead birds figh a prayer. 


'^Hy (houldthis Defart be, 
for it is unpeopled ? No: 
Tongue* lie hang on every tree 2 
That ilia 1 1 civil! Payings {hoc* 

Some how briefethe life of Man 
runneshis erring Pilgrimage, 

That the fit etching of a Span. 

buckles in his fome of age. 

Some cf violated vowes, 

; twixt the (oules of friend and friend* 
But upon the faireft bowes, 
or at every fentenceends 
Will I Ro/alinda write, 

Teaching all that read to know* 

The quintiflence of every fpritc, 
heaven would in little (how. 
Therefore Heaven Nature -change 


Mm: 

that one body (hould be fill’d 
With all graces wide inlarg’d, 
nature prefently diftiiTd. 
fit Hem chccckc » but not his hcarr^ 

Cleof atria's Majeftic; 

Atlanta's better part, 
fad Lummt modeftic. 

Thus Ro fa Unde ofrnany parts 
by heavenly Synods was devis’d 
Of many faces, eyes and hearts, 
to have the touches deereft pris’d 
Heaven would theft gifts (he (hould have"' 
and I to live and die her flave. 


Epitaph oft tie admirable Dramutieke 

Poety William 1 Sheakcfpeare. 


iat neede my ShaketytsTe for bis honoured bones.' 
The labour of an age, in piled ftoncs, 

Or that his hallow’d Relikesfhould be hid, 

Vnder a ftarre-ypointing Pyramid f 
tare Sonne of Memory, great heire ofFamc. 

Wnat needs thoufuch weake witnefle of thy name. 

1 hou m our wonder and aftonefhment. 

Halt built thy fclfe a live-long Monument ; 
or whilft to thThame of flow endevouring Arr* 
ny eafie numbers flow) and that each heart, 

T? r n t ^ 1C * eave * tty snvalu’d Booke, 
ihplc Delphi eke lines with deepe Imprcflicn took*; 
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